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great " convex of blood-red stone " with ce Forests
of fungi in the lichened rock " ; the plain of

Turquoise and sapphire, speedwell, columbine.
When clouds minute, like scales of fish are seen,
Dappling an April daybreak, then, divine
As Eros' eyes, there shows a blue between . . .;

the Traveller's dreams ; the " shapeless shape *' of
Fear, the black desert, the moonlight, the anguish
of the dying man and his faithful steed, all these
have some of the poet's evocative power, but lack
the direct intensity of the shorter poems. ,-It is
The Waste Land of a phantasist, speaking vaguely
to the emotions and teasing the intellect with
doubt of the relevance of intellectual Interpretation.
Mr De la Mare is not what is popularly called a
"thinker.*' He is a poet of exquisite sensations
and emotions. His rank depends not on the bulk
of his work but on its incantatory power, its
sensitive craftsmanship, its explorations of evanescent
borderline moods, and on the coherence with
which it expresses the several facets of a delicate
imagination.